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Spring was at hand now and the season was waning.
Almost any other young actor of five and twenty years
would have felt some satisfaction with what he had ac-
complished. Not so Mansfield. He was disappointed
with himself. The struggle had been hard and he was
bitterly poor. One night, sick in body and depressed in
mind, he left the stage and threw himself upon the rickety
chair in his dank, noxious dressing-room. Too weary and
listless to even take off the shell of the character he had
been impersonating, he did not hear the door swing quietly
on its hinges or notice the figure in the doorway. But as
the sharp, hearty, familiar "Well?" broke the stillness,
the young man was on his feet in an instant and had the
warm hand of the other in his own iron grasp. It was
his good friend, Eben Jordan, and the old gentleman was
the first human being from that group of dear friends
across the water whom Mansfield had seen since his
mother died.

They supped together that night, and the story of
Mansfield's five years in England was rehearsed. The
sun was threatening St. Paul's when they separated, but
Mr. Jordan had persuaded Mansfield where his oppor-
tunity lay. The next day he resigned from the Comedy
Theatre company, and soon he was on the ocean bound
for America.by Arthur Mathison, entitled "Not Regis-
